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Pausanias.
'Tis the boy Callicles, The sweetest harp-player in Catana. He is for ever coming on these hills, In summer, to all country-festivals, With a gay revelling band; he breaks from them Sometimes, and wanders far among the glens. But heed him not, he will not mount to us; I spoke with him this morning.   Once more, therefore, Instruct me of Pantheia's story, Master, As I have pray'd thee.
Empedodes.
That 1 and to what end ?
Pausanias.
It is enough that ajl men speak of it. But I will also say, that when the Gods Visit us as they do with sign and plague, To know those spells of thine which stay their hand Were to live free from terror.
Empedodes.
Spells ? Mistrust them ! Mind is the spell which governs earth and heaven.